When my two-year-old son ran too hastily to the top of the stairs and tumbled head-first, I laid out like Ozziea dive so true I paused horizontal to the floor just long enough to realize I was horizontal to the floor with outstretched arms, and I caught his right ankle and held my grasp.
Ozzie, at that point, would pop to his feet & zip a bullet to first or flip a popcorn kernel into the mouth of the second baseman's glove for a double play, but I pulled in my catch, held this bawling boy in the acreage of my palm, rubbed his head, and muttered love, love, love.
The inning over, I set him down to toddle off with tentative steps, and my heart & soul did a standing back flip in celebration of the golden magic of perfect movement, a thank you to grace.
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